"These kind are not the fashion," he said. "The
fashion is all for these small pins; these big set pieces
are for Barbarians."

"What will you offer for this one?" she asked.

"I will give fifteen for the one you show, and expect
a little one thrown in."

"I will go to my friend," she said. "You do not know
your business."

He let her reach the door and pass into the sun, and
then came after her, with the words: "Now, lady; no
need to run away like that. See, now. I would not do
this for anyone but you, now. But you are a friend of
the Silpi, as we call him. I like to oblige any friend of
the Silpi. I offer you something a little better. You, I
daresay, want a little money; now I maybe want a little
jewel to show to one of my clients. He just got a girl,
see; he want to make present, not too expensive. Very
likely, he not like the false stones. I do not know. I
think I give you twenty for the big setting."

"You will not," she said. "I had rather take it back
to Byzantium and sell it to the maker."

The remark was one of a kind usual in bargainings; he
said: "You live in The City, hey? Where you live in
Antioch, now?"

"I do not see that that concerns you," she said. "Are
you going to give me forty for the big setting?"

"I am not. Twenty was what I said. It is not worth
it, but you are a friend of Silpi, and besides I like you.
I like the way you do business, see."

-"We are not doing business," she said.

"See, now. You a lady," he answered. "Ladies they
not understand about business. They think it all done
for they got bright eyes, see? It not so. Trade go from
bad to shocking, nothing to do with eyes at all. You like
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